There was no doubt that the winter had set in gloomily. We members of the National Assembly were surrounded with difficulties, knowing that the whole nation looked to us for bread, and that we might have none to give them. I had ventured to make a motion for the reduction of the public rations, but had been defeated. The majority of the assembly agreed with me that it was doubtful if supplies could be kept up to their recent average throughout the winter, now that we could afford to import so little foreign food stuffs, but they dreaded the action of the advanced section, who were always ready to accuse any of the Moderate party of adhering to the old individualist opinions. They in turn dreaded their constituents, who knew nothing of economic conditions and remembered that when the old regime was abolished they had been promised Bhort hours of work, abundance of food, leisure, and amusements?panem et circenses to their hearts' content. Short, and even shorter working hours they were likely to have, our trade having'diminished to an enormous extent; and amusements could be provided, while the State could force its servants, the actors and singers, to perform in the National Theatre; but where was the bread to come from ?
The Individual Destroyed.
Let me briefly describe the situation. Ten years had gone by since the passing of the Act for the Nationalisation of England, by which all estates, mines, factories, warehouses, shops, down to the butcher's stall and the coster's barrow, had been confiscated to the State, and private property had been abolished. Things had at first gone very well on the whole.
Some of the old aristocrats and merchant princes had been rusty, but 
